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or to robbers, was uncertain. It was clear, however, that by good
fortune for the high and rich company, the poor and low had first
arrived upon the place, and undergone the fate which was provided
for the others. It was to this that the lady's words referred, which
Wilhelm yet well recollected. If he might now be happy and con-
tented, that a prescient Genius had selected him for the sacrifice,
which saved a perfect mortal; he was, on the other hand, nigh
desperate, when he thought that all hope of finding her and seeing
her again was, at least for the present, completely gone.

What increased this singular emotion still farther, was the
likeness which he thought he had observed between the Countess
and the beautiful unknown. They resembled one another, as two
sisters may, of whom neither can be called the younger or the
elder, for they seem to be twins.

The recollection of the amiable Countess was to Wilhelm in-
finitely sweet. He recalled her image but too willingly into his
memory. But anon the figure of the noble Amazon would step
between; one vision melted and changed into the other, and the
form of neither would abide with him.

A new resemblance, the similarity of their handwritings, natur-
ally struck him with still greater wonder. He had a charming
song in the Countess's hand laid up in his portfolio; and in the
surtout he had found a little note, inquiring with much tender
care about the health of an uncle.

Wilhelm was convinced that his benefactress must have penned
this billet; that it must have been sent from one chamber to an-
other, at some inn during their journey, and put into the coat-
pocket by the uncle. He held both papers together; and if the
regular and graceful letters of the Countess had already pleased
him much, he found in the similar but freer lines of the stranger
a flowing harmony which could not be described. The note con-
tained nothing; yet the strokes of it seemed to affect him, as the
presence of their fancied writer once had done.

He fell into a dreamy longing; and well accordant with his
feelings was the song which at that instant Mignon and the
Harper began to sing, with a touching expression, in the form 3f
an irregular duet:

Yon never long'd and lov'd,
You know not grief like mine:
Alone and far removed
From joys or hopes, I pine: